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in its cut through the hillsides, and the headlands pro-
jecting out into the flat green of the plain. The road
then struck out straight and I saw Ludd, the railway
junction, but could not at first pick up RamleL At
last I saw the three red hangars, and glided down into
a pleasant land of green fields and trees.

I shall always remember the scene as I glided down
over the railway to approach Ramleh. The dear morn-
ing air was like a crystal; sky blue as blue at the zenith,
coming down to pale gold over the blue, now faint,
line of the Judaean Hills to the eastward. At their
feet, between them and the great plain, was a garment
of pale silver mist, so that they stood up out of it into
the morning air. And the scene was a wonderful
symphony of blue, green and gold, enough to gkdden
the saddest heart. Near-by was the old town of Ramleh,
famed of Crusaders, with Italian work predominating
over that of Palestine, and a campanile lifting up its
straight finger to the sky. To the west was the infinite
blue of the Mediterranean Sea. This was a delectable
spot, like a fair garden.

Ramleh was reputed to be a difficult aerodrome as
it all slopes up to the north-west, where there is a sort
of convex rise. The rise is really the head of a spur
on which the hangars are built All along the bottom
is the railway, and running more or less east and west,
and cutting across the aerodrome, is a little wadL As
Gallehawk had promised, a "T" was out and a smoke
candle alight. Whereat I landed, quite well, At the
aerodrome he was waiting for me. He took nie in,
gave me a good bath and breakfast in the nice dean,
airy Mess. The Mess buildings are somewhat like
those of Aboukir.